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and addressing God aloud, it seemed completely
hypocritical.

These feelings lasted only for a few weeks. Father
was my hero in all things and if he could actually
kneel and pray and accept not only the teachings
of Christ but the doctrines of the Church, lock, stock
and barrel, why couldn't I? With his example
before me I tried hard to understand and to pray.
I do not know whether I succeeded or not; but within
a year I was confirmed.

Father interested himself in the affairs of the Church
of England Men's Society and helped to form a
branch of the Church Socialist League in Bow.
He addressed meetings of the Temperance Organiza-
tions, yet stood up boldly for the Rector when
bitterly attacked for not signing the pledge.

I walked with him the mile or so to Church on
Sundays; he hummed or softly sang hymns the whole
way, in a state of happy oblivion. Not always
though. Sometimes we would discuss the many
thorns and stumbling blocks in the path of the
believer. To me they were very real.

I loved being in harmony with him, but was
worried by the scoffing and jeering of my materia-
listic and free-thinking friends, and by an underlying
scepticism which remains with me to this day with
compound interest. He would give the right answers
to my questions (always naif enough to be difficult)
with kindness and wisdom, and certainly more con-
vincingly than anyone else could have done; but I
was too young to realize that truth is not necessarily